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with orders that we were to be conveyed to his residence
across the river. We demurred, for we were very tired,
and were enjoying a frugal meal of dates and bread which
this summons would interrupt. Our own sergeant pro-
tested, but the Governor's messenger would take no
excuse : we \vere hurried down to the river as night was
falling. Here we found that there was no boat to take us
across. The Samarra sergeant shouted to a coracle of
Arabs floating downstream, but they would not stop
Louder and louder he shouted, till his voice cracked in a
scream. Enraged, he fired his revolver at them He
missed, but the bullets, ricochetting in the water, probably
found a billet in the town beyond. The Arabs merely
laughed in their beards. We also laughed. Then the
sergeant declared that we would have to swim. We urged
him by gestures to show the way.

Eventually he saw a horse-barge with a naked boy
playing beside it. Reloading his revolver, a few shots in
that direction attracted the lad's attention. An old man
came out of a hut by some melon beds to see what the
firing was about. After another shot or two, the old man
and the boy were prevailed upon to take us across. We
had secured our transport at last, and the whole transaction
seemed (in Samarra) as simple as hailing a taxi. I bought
a melon from the boy : he snatched my money contempt-
uously : no-one took things without violence here. I
noticed that all the boys and girls were fighting each
other, or engaged in killing something : they were
radiantly happy.

" Is it true that you dropped bombs on the mosque of
Kazimain ? " the Governor asked us.

" We have never dropped bombs on any mosque," I
answered.